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Will proue as bitter, blacke and tragicafl, 

Withdraw thee wretched Margaret, who comes hcere 
Enter the .Queens, and the ‘Dutchejfe of Tor lie, 

Qu. Ah my yong Princes, ah my tender babesl 
My vnblowne flower, new appearing fweets, 

1 f yet your gentle foules flie in the aire, 

And be notflxtin doome perpetual!, 

Houer aboue me with your airie wings , 

And heareyour mothers lamentation, 

Qh Mar, Houer about her, fay that right for right, 
Hard dimd your infant morne, to aged night, 

Qu. Wilt thou O God the from fuch gentle lamfaes, 
And throw them in the mtrailesof the Wolfe: 

When didft thou fleepe, when fuch a deed was done? 

Qu. Mar. When holy Mary died ; and my fweet Jon. 
Dutch. Blind fight,dead life, poore mortall liuingGhoff, 
Woes feeane, worlds fliame,graues due by life vfurpt> 
Reft their vnreft on England* lawfull earth, 

V nlawfull made drunke with innocents blood. 

Qu. O that thou wouldft as well afford a graue. 

As thou canft yeeld a molancholly feat. 

Then would 1 hide my bones, not reft them heere? 

0 who hath any caufe to mourne but I i 
Dut, So many miferies haue craz’d my voice 

That my woe-wearied tongue is mute and dumbe* 
Edward Piantagenet, why art thou dead/ 

Qu. tJAlar. If ancient forrow be moft reuerent, 

Giue mine the benefit of figniorie. 

And let my woes frownc on the vpper hand, 

Ifforrow can admit focietic, 

Tell ouer your woes againe by viewingmine: 

1 had an Edward, till a Richard kild him. 

I had a Richard, till a Richard kild him. 

Thou had ft an Edward,ti\\ a Richard kild him. 

Thou hadfta Richard, tilla Richai rafkild him, 

Dut, 1 had a 'Richard too, and thou didft kill him.- 
I had a Rutland too, and thou holpft tokill him. 

Qtt. cMar. Thou hjjdft a Clarence too, till Richard kild hi® 
From forth the keimdi of thy wombe hath crept. 


fiound that doth hunt vc all to death, 

T , mooac that had his teeth before his eyes 

Tnworrielambes, and lap their gentle bloods; 

Satfouk defacer of Gods handy workc. 

Thy wombe letloofe to chafe vsto ourgraues, 
vnrioht, iuft,aud true difpofmgGod, 
ull do 1 thanke thee.that this car nail curre 
pleson theiffue ofhis mothers bodie, 

And makes her pue-feilow with others monc. 

Dut O, Harries wife, triumph not in my woes ; 

God witneffe with me, 1 haue wept for thee. 

9u Mur. Beare with me, I am hungry for reu eng 

A^d now I cloie me with beholding it: 

Thy Edward lie is dead,that ftabd my Edward, 

Thy other Edward dead, to quite my Edward, 

Yong Yorke, he isbutboote,becaufe both the; r. 

Match not the high perfection ofmy k ' e: 

Thy Clarence he is dead,that kild my ,c • *M :f 

And the beholders ofthisTragicke pi v , 

The adulterate Hafiings, Ritters, Vaughan, grey, 

Vntimely fmoothered in their duskie graues, 

Debar iyet Hues, hels blacke intelligencer, 

Onely referued their factor to buy foules. 

And fend them thither, but at hand at hand, 

. Enfues his pitteous, and vupittied end, 

Earth gapes,hels burnes, fiends roare, Saints pray, 

To haue him fuddenly conueyed away. 

Cancell his bond oflife deare God 1 pray. 

That I may liue to fay the Dog is dead, 

Qu. 0 thou didft prophefie the time would come 
That 1 fkould wiih forthec to helpe me curffe 

That botteldfpider, that foulehunch-backt toad. 

Qu, Mar. I cald the then, vaine flourifii of my fortune, 
IcalJ thee then poore lhaddow, painted Queenc, 

The prefentation of, but what 1 was, 

The flattering index ofadirefuli pageant. 

One heau’d a high,tobehurld downebelow, 

Amother onely, mickt with two fweet babes, 

A dreame of which thou wert, a breach, abubble, 
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